Makeev went off to tell the news to Madame Golubev
He thought the pretext a good one for making her acquaint-
ance, and felt that a soldier should always try his luck
'Excuse me, Madame,' he said, 'but the Baron has had
your husband whipped'
'What's that? What do you mean?3 Madame Golubev
could not make head or tail of it Makeev explained
'But . but there must be some terrible misunder-
standing/ gasped Madame Golubev 'Surely it can't be
true My husband whippedf And the Baron is so nice!
I
She humed to Ungern's tent  The Baron was still sit-
ting in the same place  He did not look up at his visitor
'Baron, Baron,' she simpered, 'one of your officers has
just told me that you .       that        ' Really, she couldn't
believe it *       that my husband has gone,' she wound up
'Your husband is a crook and a gasbag,' said Ungern,
still without loobng at her, 'and Pve had him whipped'
'But, Baron, a gentleman like you1        ' Then she
burst out  'How dare you do a thing like that? My hus-
band is a Counsellor of State  I         You're a boor, a
barbarian! I'll complain about you'
'Complain away1'
Madame Golubev realized what a ridiculous thing she
had said She and her husband were at the mercy of this
man who would not even look at her She recalled the
rumours that were current about Ungern's crazmess She
was deahng with a madman, and there was nobody to
protect her If only he would look up' She tried to smile,
and a strangled sound emerged from her lips
'Baron/ she said, 'I wanted to meet you so much It
was I who got my husband to come and see you All the
women I know would do anything to '
At last I Ungern was on his feet and coming towards her
She toed to meet his eyes, blinked, and waited, with her
smile fixed on her hps, as though it did not belong to
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